THE   WAR   COUNTS
writes a private letter to the German Ambassador in Vienna pointing out the urgent necessity of warning Austria not to make her demands too sharp; but this sensible thought remained for ever enshrined in its letter paper, the paper in the envelope, the envelope in a drawer, where the writer found it, to his dismay, three years later, when clearing out his desk before leaving office. Even Bethmann flinched a little, for when Zimmer-mann drew up a report of yesterday's conversations for the Ambassador in Vienna, and made the Kaiser "stand loyally by Austria's side under all circumstances," Bethmann ran his. pen through the last three words, and left his sovereign with "loyalty," simple and unadorned. The spectacle of Bethmann's advances and retreats, his eternal vacillations, will occupy us for four whole weeks, and three years after that. As a boy, Bethmann had been at the head of his school, and even now he reads the Greek classics in the original for recreation; as a young man he passed his law examinations brilliantly, achieved a great social reputation in country-houses and shooting-parties, and, take him for all in all, exemplified most admirably Bismarck's epigram that Prussia produces excellent Privy Councillors and routine ministers, but no statesmen.
The next, morning—the morning of July 6th—the Kaiser departs. So we have the Father of the People churning the Baltic waves, the Secretary of State honeymooning in Lucerne, Herr von Stumpi sun-bathing at the seaside, the* commanders of the Army and the Fleet enjoying themselves in Carlsbad and Tarasp, the Quarter-*"' neral burying an aunt at Hanover, and (a few , the Chancellor retiring to his country estate, && gorerns by telephone. Is this the picture of a ' that is thirsting for war? Npjpne had gone w.„,.^toanaQ£Petersburg 1          *"**"'" ' '"•'"'':'::
£a&er s^w What mignt be coming, although it 44nger and bolder fcn the old Ambassador, and he has been saying to everyone in the office to-day? "We shall wipe Serbia <?#/.'*
